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THE PATH ACROSS THE PRAIRIES 

He builded well, my people, the American pioneer, 
For he was mighty worker, but he was also seer. 
Across the unswept prairies he led a sturdy throng, 
A vision in his dauntless eyes, and on his lips a song; 
He knew a dreamless people can never flourish long. 

He harrowed well, my people, the promise of your soil. 

With patience born of loving and vigor born of toil. 

Thru the murmur of the forest he heard your coming 
feet, 

He saw your cities rising above his waving wheat. 

He cherished long the vision, and found the vision sweet. 

YouVe builded well, my people; your mighty structures 
rise 

To flaunt their smoking towers against the sunset skies. 

YouVe carved your name in marble, you've wrought in 

iron and steel; 

YouVe learned to buy and barter — but have you learned 
to feelf 

For gold is on your altars, and in its praise you kneel. 

From dream and song and vision you turn a scornful 
face; 

The temples of your fathers become a market-place. 

The faith that cost a life-time you banish in a year, 

And laugh at old traditions as tho they were not dear. 

Ah, have you quite forgotten the American pioneer? 
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'Tis not too late, my people, to take the way he trod ; 

That path across the prairies may lead you back to God. 

He caught eternal meanings and shaped them to his need ; 

In his crucible of purpose a dream became a deed, 

For he had the poet's vision, and not the merchant's 
creed. 
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THE OLD HOUSE 

Deserted it stands, with the sunbeams falling 
Over the roof that is rotten and gray, 

Sileiit as death, though a blue-bird calling 
Summons the dawn and heralds the May. 

Evenings may flush with the red of their dying, 
Morning may touch its windows with gold. 

But it shivers and answers the west wind's sighing 
That now it is weary and lonely and old. 

Springtimes have gone and a score of Decembers 
Since footfalls have echoed its desolate way. 

But oft in the dusk it dreams, and remembers 
The laugh of the children coming from play; 

The hush of the voices that thrilled as they parted. 
Voices of warriors contemptuous of tears. 

Lips of the maidens they kissed broken-hearted — 
Lips that lie mute in the dust of the years. 

But like an old woman who stirring the embers 
Feels only the dark and the bite of the cold, 

It stirs in the night, and sighs and remembers 
That now it is weary and lonely and old. 
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THE WEAVER 

I feel the threads of Fate slip by, 

Life's shuttle run; 
A weaver in the dark am I 

Who love the sun. 

And yet a sense of perfect touch 

Is lent my hand, 
For only those who suffer much 

Can understand. 

When Sorrow at my elbow sings 

Of glories fled, 
At times within the pattern springs 

A broken thread. 

With patient hands I deftly bind 

The tangled skein, 
That He who set the task may find 

No trace of pain. 
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A DANCING GIRL 

The violins from their velvet throats 

Breathe forth a soft suggestive tune, 
And through the cabaret there floats 

The fragrance of forgotten June, 
And as aloft on dainty toes 

Her slender form goes drifting by, 
We dream the breeze has caught a rose, 

Or upward tossed a butterfly. 
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WEALTH 

Upon your hand I saw his ring. 

Yet you were sad; 
I could but count a petty 

The wealth he had. 

t Ac nights that bring 
Me cares not for the nign 

A flaming star ; cine- 

He cannot hear the leaves that smg 

How poor you arc I 

girl I love a tempest thrills, 

A sunset sky, ., 

he singing silence of the hills- 
How rich am II 
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AUTUMN 

A path thick strewn with leaves, 
A field of barley sheaves, 

A naked tree; 
A rose, a thought, a sigh, 
A dead leaf whirling by — 

And memory. 
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THE PHANTOM LOVERS 

The spirit man and spirit lass, 

Who died so long ago, 
Tonight will meet where fragrant grass 

And pungent pine-trees blow — 
But in the many shades that pass 

How will their dead hearts know? 

In time long ago this gallant peer, 

A great knight unafraid, 
With flashing sword and shining spear 

Came riding down the glade; 
And courage stamped the cavalier, 

And loveliness the maid. 

But when tonight dead heroes ride 
Down paths that no man knows. 

How can a spirit maid decide 
Among such hosts as those ? 

And will he think her phantom bride — 
Or spirit of a rose ? 
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IMMORTALITY 

Prophet and king and conquering lord, 
The mighty who lived for themselves alone, 

Despoiled the world with a ruthless sword, 
And carved their names in the lasting stone. 

Immortal they thought their deeds would be. 
These haughty chiefs of a fighting race, 

With navies that swept the farthest sea, 

And armies that battered the walls of Thrace. 

The years creep on, and the litchen hides 
The vaunted names of forgotten kings; 

While Raphael's tender touch abides. 
And out of the centuries Homer sings. 

A shepherd's song is a deathless deed. 
Forever the words of the Master stand; 

Yet David piped on a slender reed. 
And Jesus wrote in the passing sand. 
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mMUTABIUTY 

The willows whispered in the dawn, 
Their branches kindled into flame ; 

And through the room where death had gone 
The living light of morning came. 

I brushed the moisture from her brow, 
And murmured to her cherished name 

That death had added meaning now 
And life could never be the same. 

Then footsteps sounded on the floor 
Of rooms that lay so strangely still — 

The creaking of a furnace door. 
The grinding of a coffee mill. 
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RE-mCARNATION 

The Master spoke His will 
In a fragrant hour — 

And she who woman was 
Became a flower. 

The singing years expressed 
The Eternal Choice — 

And I who poet was 
Became a Voice. 

Hark to the song that springs 
From a garden's close— 

A happy robin sings 
Above a rose! 
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FANCIES AND DEFINITIONS 



I 

THE STARS 



How quick the stars are multiplied 
By myriad fire-flies that have died! 

2 
A CORPSE 

A fragile lamp — last night 
God*s hand put out the light. 

3 

UNBELIEVERS 

Like envious curs they bark around 
The bone that larger dogs have found. 

4 

BUTTERFLIES 

Are those bewildered floating things 

Just butterflies — 
Or pansies that have taken wings? 

m 

5 

APPLE-TREES IN BLOSSOM 

In fragrant veils the apple-trees 
Await their vagrant groom — the breeze. 
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6 

WHITE LILACS 

Beneath the moon white lilacs blow — 
Sweet scented ghosts of long ago. 

7 

BOLSHEVISM 

A faith begot by want and doubt — 
A madman's creed, with God left out. 

8 

FIRE-FLIES 

What fairy fire has flung this rain 
Of golden sparks among the grain? 

9 

A DEAD statesman's WIFE 

His mother bore him, but he drew 
The very breath of life from you. 

10 
THE MOON 

The shepherd Moon, with cloudy bars, 
Keeps in a wandering flock of stars. 

II 

THE MOCKING-BIRD 

In eager tones the mocking-bird 
Repeats the gossip he has heard, 
And apes the teller, word for word. 
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THE SILENT DINING-ROOM 

The room is silent since you went away, 

And yet the very silence sings of you 

In ways m)^ halting songs can never do. 

The solitude is eloquent to say 

A million charming things I left unsaid — 

How vibrant is the chair you tenanted, 

How flower-like your little face could be 

When, like the flutter of a white dove's wings, 

Your hands moved o'er the tea-tray things 

And made a blessing of a cup of tea; 

And when you spoke I seemed to hear the breeze 

Of summer dawns among the apple-trees 

Whose blossoms hide a choir of singing birds — 

Far sweeter was the magic fragrance of your words. 
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A DEAD LAWYER 

He won his case, no matter how, 

For human judges he could sway- 
Before the Judge he faces now 
I wonder what he finds to say. 
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PREPARATION 

How small the strife of yesterday, 

The deeds how few; 
How like a school-boy's gallant play 

Seems Waterloo! 

Yet through the past like threads of gold 

God's purpose runs; 
His voice was on the fields of old 

When spoke the guns. 

The iron resolve of Cromwell's band, 

The mighty note 
Of duty and sublime command 

That Nelson wrote; 

The strife that seared great Lincoln's face 

And gave us Lee 
Were but the prelude of the race 

That was to be. 

That race embattled stands today 

Where freedom bleeds, 
Exulting in the shell-swept way 

Since Pershing leads. 

France, Septeniber, 191 8. 
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TO A DEAD ACTOR 

Where planets dance across the blue, 

And stars in chorus sing, 
Your stage of life is set anew — 

You play before the King. 
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THE VICTORS 

No ship can bear the victors hence, 
For all the truest victors lie 
Beneath some stretch of western sky, 

Where is immortal recompense. 

They have the things that deathless are — 
The phantom moon behind a cloud, 
The wind that makes the mist a shroud 

To cloak the splendor of a star ; 

The silence that the forest wears 

When night has hushed the trees to sleep — 

What victory can be so deep. 
What peace is half so sweet as theirs? 

France, September, 191 8. 
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WHY SPRING IS LATE 

All nature seems enwrapped in doubt, 

With you away. 
There's not a single blossom out, 

With you away. 
In leafless lilacs by the gate 
I heard a robin tell his mate, 
"I know the reason Spring is late — 

Why, she's away." 
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THE ATHEIST 

Bewildered by his inward gloom, 
He denies that light is in the room- 
As if the feeble breath of doubt 
Could blow the mighty Candle out! 
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COURAGE 

He blessed the storm that shook the skies- 
To other men it brought dismay — 

The lightning that bewildered them 
Was but a torch to light his way. 
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AFTER STORM 

The peace that I know, my love, 

Has come from thee, 
Much as the star-light comes 

To a troubled sea. 

And as the sea reflects 

The light divine, 
Just so this life of me 

Reflects back thine. 
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CAMPING 

When night comes down like a scented veil 

Over the stream you cruised along, 
And out of the mists on the mountain trail 

The west wind whispers a ghost of song, 
Your pipe fades down to a glimmering spark 

By a fire that is only a flickering light, 
Then the stars leap out of the tremulous dark- 

And you're alone with God and the night. 
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SPRING COMES TO FRANCE 

The Spring has come to France again 
To spread its poppies through the grain 
So sweet and thick you cannot tell 
Where battles raged and heroes fell, 
And in the breeze's soft refrain 
I ever hear this tender strain — 
The Spring has come to France again. 

The armies of the Spring have run 

Up stubborn heights where crept the gun, 

Where German hordes could never pass 

Far sweep the legions of the grass, 

And down each blossom-scented lane 

The swift battalions of the rain — 

For Spring has come to France again. 

The Spring has come ! Ah, hearts that break 
Look up and smile for some one's sake. 
Your country lives, and all its youth 
Are never dead who died for Truth. 
A nation leaps from out its slain, 
And life from death, and peace from pain, 
Since Spring has come to France again. 
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A LITERARY FAILURE 

Ah, surely he is not the first 

Aspiring heart unknown to fame 

Who, exulting in ambition's thirst, 
Mistook a sputter for a flame. 
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LBNCOLN'S FACE 

God took the seeds of all His cherished thoughts and 
plans 

And sowed them out among the moving worlds of 
space — 

They fell upon the soil of Lincoln's manly soul 

And blossomed in the rugged grandeur of his face. 
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TO A FLIRT 

The weary days I spent in France 

You count as moments few ; 
You had the drama and the dance — 

And I had only you. 

For in the smoke that veiled the foes 

I held you close to me — 
You lost me in the fumes that rose 

Above a cup of tea. 

How could you feel the trenches' thrill, 

Your barricade a fan? 
That famous day we took the hill 

You won another man. 

What rest for me though battles cease 
Which hold a nation's fate? 

My heart can only win its peace 
When you capitulate. 
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THE MARSHES 

They found her in the marshes where the cat-tails grow, 
Her lovely head and noble made ghastly by a blow. 
They sought and found her lover in a tavern by the town ; 
He was drunk and madly dancing and shouting like a 

clown — 
"I knew that they would tell you, I always told them so. 
The marshes, the marshes, the dark and whispVing 

marshes where the cat- tails grow." 

The lawyer who defended him made a convincing plea. 
The judge pronounced him innocent, the sheriff set him 

free. 
A crowd of morbid women came to take him by the 

hand; 
The people shouted their disgust — he did not understand. 
His comrades rose and left him — he could not see them 

go, 
For thinking of the marshes, the grim and silent marshes 
where the cat-tails grow. 

He found it good to pace the road in the light of dawn, 

For cool and fresh and wondrous sweet blew the winds 
of morn; 

But when the evening shadows crept across the thor- 
oughfare 

They always brought the haunting tang of damp and 
mouldy air — 

The air that hangs above a place where sluggish waters 
flow, 

In marshes, the marshes, the wet and odorous marshes 
where the cat-tails grow. 
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He fled the ghostly lowlands with their creeping sense 
of damp, 

And on a high and verdant hill he pitched his lonely 
camp. 

About him stretched the silent grass, the friendly golden- 
rod, 

But nights the breeze that stirred the trees was like the 
voice of God, 

That thundered thru a listening earth that all the world 
might know 

The marshes, the marshes, the deep accusing marshes 
where the cat-tails grow. 

He heard them calling, calling him in vibrant tones and 

low, 
The quiet compelling marshes where the cat-tails grow. 
In frenzied haste he answered them, and flung his body 

there 
Where reeds and grass and water had held her lovely 

hair. 
**rm weak," he cried, "and sick and mad, but you would 

have me so, 
O marshes, O marshes, O slow avenging marshes where 

the cat-tails grow." 
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THE IMMORTAL 

They are not dead, these lads who rest, 
Their task of battles through, 

For Nature folds them to her breast 
And gives them life anew. 

The Springtime mingles with their dust, 
The winds of morning blow; 

In furrows where the cannon rust 
Forget-me-nots may grow. 

And with their voices soft and sweet, 
When they are dead and gone. 

Perchance they whisper in the wheat, 
And murmur in the corn. 

France, September, 19 18. 
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VESPERS 

The organ of the forest wakes 

Beneath the fingers of the breeze, 
And down the dusky silence breaks 

The magic chanting of the trees. 
The fragrances of woodland rise 

Like incense through the leafy bars ; 
God swings His censer through the skies, 

And lights His altar-fire of stars. 
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PUNISHMENT 

You say I am forgiven, and yet no word of blame 
Has come from all your grieving to crucify my shame^ 
A look, a phrase, a gesture are powerful to teach, 
More terrible is silence than fiery floods of speech; 
For speech would be a living thing to kindle into flame; 
Your silence is a sepulchre in which you hold her narne^ 
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THE PLAGIARIST 

On skeletons of borrowed thought 
A meagre dress of words he drew^ 

But even as he planned and wrought 
A tell-tale bone came sticking thru. 
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RESURRECTION 

Voiceless and deaf and blind we'll lie 

While winters go, 
But when the May has touched the sky 

Our souls will know. 

A lark in ecstacy will dart 

Across the blue, 
Until the clod that was my heart 

Remembers you. 

The magic wand of Spring will pass 

Thru bush and tree, 
And you will stir beneath the grass 

In search of me. 

The winds their fragrant warmth will bring 

And healing rain. 
Till from the womb of earth we spring 

To life again. 
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AT THE SAME DOOR 

At Art's closed door he bruised his eager hands, 
And weary grew his heart and sore afraid, 

Till on the panels where he knocked he found 
The bloody hand-prints that a master made. 
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